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FOR WEEKS our London days had been hand-
made with gas and oil. It was a* winter of
the kind when the heaven of the capital is
a brown obscurity not much above the highest
reached by the churches, and a December more
years before the War than it would be amusing
to count. There was enough of the sun in that
morning to light my way down Mark Lane,
across Great Tower Street to Billingsgate. I was
on my way to sea for the first time, but that
fortune was as incredible to me as the daylight.
And as to the daylight, the only certainty in it was
its antiquity. It was a gloom that was not only
because the year was exhausted, but because
darkness was falling at the end of an epoch. It
was not many years before the War, to be a little